hung in the air, stale but not fetid.    It might have
been the smell of lost prehistory.    For beneath the un-
even roof, Bernard told me, hundreds of years ago, Jiaci
lived a vanished race of men.    They weren't the shaggy,
savage beings, flourishing clubs and gnashing carnivorous
teeth, that the comic strips love to depict.    They were
simple and gentle, drawing a precarious life from the
wild fruits of the jungle and the small beasts or fish
they managed to catch or trap.    Their only weapons
were the stone knives and spear heads that they had
learned   to   chip   but   not   to   polish;   no   watchdogs
defended their home, for they didn't yet know it was
possible to tame animals.    When they ventured abroad
they must be in constant fear of the wild creatures,
stronger and swifter than   themselves,   against   whom
their primitive arms were so slender a defence. Probably
they hadn't yet discovered how to terrify themselves
with imaginary gods and demons more frightening than
any real enemy.    Certainly they hadn't arrived at in-
venting the institution of war.    Centuries might pass
before they found that it was possible to imitate the
bounty of nature by sowing crops   or   planting   trees;
likely enough they would be wiped   out   before   they
did.    Property would have been   an   empty   word   to
them: there was nothing to own.    Government they
had no need of.    Sufficient was the authority of the
Old Man who headed the Big Family in which the com-
munity consisted.    Maybe, indeed,  the family's head
was an Old Woman and not an Old Man, for it takes
intelligence  to   discover   that   there   is   a   connection
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